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It was the year 1902. Three years and nine
months had passed since Marie had announced the
probable existence of Radium* At last she had
conquered the radiant stranger. She had seen
stars in that dust; she had seen Radium. She had
made one decigramme of it. It had weight. It
had the atomic weight of 226. Chemists bowed
to it.
Marie and Pierre were sitting at home in the
evening and Irene had been put to bed. That
four year old tyrant had consented to shut her
eyes and let Me go back to Pierre to finish making
the tyrant's dress, for Me made all Irene's clothes.
Suddenly Marie put down her work: "Let's go
back!" she said.
Pierre needed no asking. They had left their
Radium only two hours but they longed to see it
again. They wanted it as if it were a new baby.
They called to Grandfather Curie that they were
going out and then, arm-in-arm, through the
crowded streets, past the factories of their un-
fashionable district, they made their way back to
Rue Lhomond and their shed.
"Don't light up," said Marie. "Do you remem-
ber the day when you said you would like Radium
to have a beautiful colour?"
In the dark of the shed, Radium had something
even more lovely than colour. It had light!
<cLook! look!" whispered Marie, as she felt her
way to a chair and sat gazing round her.
There were tiny points of light in die dark
room, like pale blue moonlight dancing on water,